ING, APRIL 20, 1915 


er Fun” on a a Rocklyn Farm| 


Walter wick, the 2-year-old son of David Kick, whose farm is at Honatyn, 
Wash, Mr. Kick’s father came to Wastington from Los Angeles in 1570, set- 
tling at Edwall, 
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SOME KIK-BACKS 


By 


Walt Kik 


WALT, SUGAR, AND KIK-BACKS 


Walt and Esther “Sugar” Kik farmed in Lincoln County near 
Davenport, Washington State. Together, they were involved in their 
community sponsoring 4-H groups and promoting healthy, active 
lifestyles. Between 1974 and 1990 Walt wrote history articles that 
appeared in the Davenport Times, Wilbur Register and Odessa Record. 
These were compiled into three “Kik-Back” books. 

Kik-Backs are a unique snapshot of history, mostly from the first 
half of the 20th century. Walt’s early life saw the introduction of many 
modern improvements: automobiles and airplanes, tractors and 
combines, electricity, radio and television. His first years farming 
coincided with the hard times of the Great Depression: low wheat 
prices, crop failures, and droughts. 

Walt’s free thinking and independent spirit was in sharp contrast 
to many in his community, but the deep affection he felt for farming, 
for his wife, and for his natural environment in the “Big Bend 
Country”, shines brightly through his unvarnished prose and homespun 
insights. 


Long Harvest Days 


Things that made me happy during long harvest days were: 
Listening to the sickle as it beheaded the wheat, 

And the steady slapping of the reel bats; 

(Something I'd miss with these new enclosed console models) 


The noon-day lunch alongside the combine; 

And stopping to unload, 

So as to get in a brief vocal exchange with the truck driver, 
Usually my sister-in-law or Sugar. 


On a hot day we were usually scantily dressed. 

Getting sprayed in between loads with the combine firehose 
Was as refreshing as a jump off a diving board. 

The wetness was good for at least one hour. 


Also, when the sky looked like showers, 
It was always a thrill to see if another round 
Could be made before the clouds called the shots. 


When the recent clouds moved in 

And got a bit of our standing grain all wet and chilly, 
It caused concern to replace the stress in the excitable, 
And woke up the meek to reality. 


Now both are able to walk arm in arm, 

Sharing the same anxieties 

“Til the last wheat heads get threshed and put away 
Where it's nice and dry. 


(from "Enjoy Harvest" Kik-Backs, page 46) 


Lybecker's Flat 


When I got old enough to shave, 
All I could think about 

Was how to raise wheat, 

Instead of heck. 


But as time passed, 

Even a field of waving grain 
Couldn’t hold my attention 
All of the time. 


Soon, I could hardly wait 

Until Sunday came around 

To join the ball team 

That played down in Lybecker’s flat. 


There were girls there, 
Watching us guys play ball. 
I got down there too late 

To join the courting rat-race. 


All the girls were paired off, 
And going steady 
With sprouting future farmers. 


That left me, 

All alone with my Model T, 

A jar of peanut butter, 

And no place to go after the game. 


(from "Restless Days" Kik-Backs, p. 2) 


Gramps started to get bugged when he saw what the grasshoppers 
were doing to his crops. He found a guy that didn’t mind grasshoppers 
and sold him their farm. 

(from "A Pioneer Story", Kik-Backs, page 5) 


Grand Coulee Dam 


The nation was in a heck of a mess. 
Wheat price at the warehouse 

was only 25¢ a bushel. 
Rumors were out that, 

a big dam might be built 

north of Wilbur. 


The country was flat on its face, 
So planning a dam, 

as big as the Coulee Dam, 
Just simply scared the wits 

out of most people. 


A story got out that, 

if they built Coulee Dam, 
It could fill up with silt, 

in about a hundred years. 


Rumors soon faded, 
as there were just 

Piles and piles of people, 
out of work and hungry. 


Sheriffs were busy, 
kicking farmers off their farms, and 
Something had to be done. 


Excitement ran high in 1934, 
down at the Coulee. 


Shacks were 

getting nailed together. 
People were 

walking around in all directions. 
And the rattlesnakes were 

getting Jittery. 


(from "C. C. Dill And The Coulee Dam" Kik-Backs, page 83) 


When I started updating my farm machinery in 1947, a new 
self-propelled combine was purchased for $3,900. In 1954, a second 
new one cost me $5,800. A new diesel wheel tractor was purchased in 
1953 for $4,200. In 1958 this tractor was traded in for a giant of its 
time, for only $3,000 extra. For the two tractors and combines in my 
best 20 years of farming, I only had to pay $16,500 in cash. 

(from "Inflation" Kick-Backs, page 41) 
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A $20 Gold Piece 


Even as late as the turn of the century, 

If a guy took a dislike to his job, 

(and cried a lot), 

He could walk away from his depression. 


He could wander into the fresh air, 

that was used only by a few early day settlers, 

And still find a homestead. 

(The soil that was left was usually on the thin side.) 


Yet, if he was lucky enough 
To find a wife, 

To share the joys, 

(and some hardships), 


All he needed then, 
Was a leather pouch half-filled with silver dollars, 
(and maybe a $20 gold piece). 


About the only way this typical couple 
Could have gone broke was, 


If they did not use their noodles. 


(from "Inflation" Kik-Backs, page 41) 


Thrashing Days 
Those old thrashing days were picturesque. 


As a kid, I would catch a ride with a header box driver, 
then watch my dad punch the header. 


It was magic to watch the cut-out circle 
get bigger and bigger, 

while in the center, a dome-like stack 
was getting taller and taller. 


Later, the corners of the fields had to be cut out. 
I marveled at Dad’s skill of turning the header team 
in the wrong direction, 


so the header would turn in the right direction. 


When things didn't go right, a lot of hollering went on. 


(from "A Comment" Kik-Backs, page 45) 


The Adversities of Harvest 


Can harvest be a fun 

And a relaxing time of the year? 

Yes, it can. 

Those that can’t share in such ecstasy, 
Should take a short course 

In human behavior 

And learn to cope 

With the adversities of harvest. 


The combine mechanical system can fail, 
Or, a rock has a way of making trouble 
Causing bad things to come out of 

Some farmers' mouths like *-?#$ 

And a few other odd sounds. 


In the mornings, 

Before starting your combine motor, 
Go through a mental drill with yourself 
That all hell could break out 
Somewhere in the harvester, 

Or the motor could develop 

A funny sound. 
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The atmosphere should be one of serenity. 
Always, if possible, 
Have the fair sex as truck drivers. 


It will cause your best manners 
To show when she drives up 


For a load of wheat. 


(from "Enjoy Harvest" Kik-Backs, page 46” 
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I farmed for 18 years without the blessing of dealing with the 
Revenue Department. Golly, I never did know if I had ever beaten the 
government out of any money or not. It was just luck during my 
tax-free days that the government didn’t send anyone out to my place. 
The only records I ever kept on the wall calendar was the number of 
eggs gathered each day, and later when I got married, the amount of 
money that was missing when Sugar needed things. 

(from "Income Tax Time" Kick-Back Country, page 4) 
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40 Years Too Soon 
I was born at least 40 years too soon. 


I believe the young folks nowadays 
have a much better chance of finding themselves 
than when I was a young guy. 


The new generation is asking questions 
and expecting answers. 
They live in a more enlightened world. 


But things were different in my "B.S." days 
(before Sugar). 

You were expected to remain a dumb cluck 
until somehow you found the right girl. 


Then, after the marriage vows, 
you were supposed to have instant knowledge 
of the whole darn works of life 


and live happily ever after. 


(from "Restless Days" Kik-Backs page 2) 
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Reason to Believe 
(Before Sugar Entered My Life) 


During the summer months my bedroom partner 
was a combine, 
next to my cot, 
in an open machine shed. 


(The shed was located by a wheat field.) 


On sultry nights, sudden wind storms 
would rattle the standing wheat, 


And the dampness gave off 
a fresh vegetation aroma. 


A few raindrops would find their way 
through the cracks, 


Causing a restful, contented feeling 
to pass over me. 


It gave me reason to believe 
that we could have a fair crop 
after all. 


(from "Sounds Of Nature" Kik-Back Country, page 102) 
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Blue Skirt Waltz 


When the “Blue Skirt Waltz” 

was on the national number one list, 
I bought my young wife 

a blue dress. 


It was so beautiful, 

and made perfectly for dancing. 
The accordion-like pleats 

went all around Sugar’s waist. 


When she whirled to the tune 
of the “Blue Skirt Waltz,” 
Her body was in the center 
of all that flared-out material. 


There was a certain sweetness to life 
in those days, 

That our present boldness 
has wiped out. 


It was an era when, 

you learned about things 
Rather late in life, 

and in small doses. 


(From "World War IT Memories" Kik-Backs, page 42) 


Kids are the best kind of people because everything you do for them 
is stillnew, and it’s easy to make them happy. Besides, you can act like 
a kid with them and enjoy the fun part of life. 

(from "4-H Camp" Kik-Back Country, page 40) 
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Dust Bowl Farmers 


With cupboards as bare as their fields, 
Most of the dust bowl farmers 

Beat it to the apple country, 

Where the pickings were better. 


When apple picking money 
Got into their pockets, 
They returned back home, 
And started dreaming 

Of better farming days. 


(from "One Farmer 5 Crisis" Kik-Back Country, page 44) 
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Ever since the crystal set days, my love affair with radio and 


television may explain why I have a TV set in every room except the 
bathroom; and that’s because it’s just used mostly during the 
commercials. 

(from "Growing Years Of Radio And TV" Kik-Back Country, page 67) 
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Lake Creek Country 


Lake Creek was a rough place 
to scratch out a living. 


It was full of rattlesnakes and legendary ghosts 
that scared Doc Rude off his homestead. 


Some horse thieves lived between the good guys 
and the rock bluffs. 


Moonshiners were able to set up temporary camp 
until it didn’t pay anymore. 


It does have its own isolated beauty 
that represents the past in many ways. 


There are still ghost, shell-like buildings 
that haunt from the by-gone days. 


(from "Harvest Links The Past" Kik-Back Country, page 25) 
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Crab Creek 


What did most of us do for recreation 
in those early days? 
For some of us, we would hit the dusty trail 
to Crab Creek. 
No one went that far 
unless they owned an automobile. 
We kids would ride in the back seat 
where the dust would just love to whirl around. 


The last half mile consisted of bouncing over rocks 
and dry grass 'til we all got to a green spot 
near the creek edge. 
Blankets were spread out on the grass 
and lunch baskets were set on the lumpy blankets. 
We all sat on our knees and ate lunch "Indian style." 


A well-heeled farmer, 

who owned an ice-house, 

would bring a large wooden freezer 

that was loaded with homemade ice cream. 
Boy, oh boy! Did that frozen stuff taste good. 


After picnic-lunch the men would converse 
about how the crops looked while we kids 
went on a grasshopper catching spree. 


Finally, the water sports would begin. 

The males would roll up their pant legs 
and the females would hold up their dresses 
to wade into the creek. 

A big deal! 

In those days it would happen about once a year. 


Before heading home, a line-up took place 
in front of some rustling Quaking Asp trees 
for pictures. 
For me, the trip back home was filled with dreams 
that maybe my dad would build an ice-house. 
Then I could help him put up ice the next winter 
so we could have ice cream every day 
when it got hot. 


(from "Early Day Outings" Kik-Backs page 66) 
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Preparing the Combine for Storage 


Properly preparing the combine for storage 
should become some sort of ritual. 


If done correctly, a feeling of nostalgia 
will sweep over you. 


Pick a day when the wind is real quiet, 
And that sun has that stingy, fall feeling 
when it hits the outside of your skin. 


Tarry for a bit while looking out 
over the stubble fields. 


You will then realize 
your part of the job is done. 


Think for another moment, 
Who will eventually eat all that wheat 
out there in those mountains of plastic-covered piles? 


Will it be the Chinese, 
Or a lot of Russians? 


(From "Mothballing Combines" Kik-Back Country, page 47) 


When Harvest Days Are Over 


The month of August brings an end to summer. 
The cheerful sounds of youngsters, 

As they splash the water’s edge 

Of our many lakes, 

Ends also. 


The smell of fall takes over. 
Fairs throughout the state 
Begin showing off their wares, 
Which include 

Runs, 

Parades, 

And lots and lots of visiting. 


When harvest days are over, 
Time will tell who will be the happy farmers. 


All it takes to reach that goal is: 

For the price of wheat to go skyward; 
A crop that you couldn’t walk through 
Without cutting a path; and, 

A wife who thinks 

You are the greatest. 


(From "Grand Coulee s Over The Dam Run" Kik-Back Country, page 
103) 


IN II III 
HTH 


HNI 


I can’t help but wonder how many of us guys would have become 
successful wheat farmers if it hadn’t been for our better halves 
propping us up and making us feel that we are not such bad eggs? 
(from "Comments" Kik-Backs, page 57) 


31 


There is a small percentage of older folks that love to give their idea 
of good advice when they are no longer able to set a bad example. 
(from "Davenport, Spokane - A Tale of Two Cities" Kik-Backs, page 5) 
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Last Spring 


Last spring, while on a walk, 
Sugar found a strong smelling flower, 
and held it in front of my nose. 


The aroma woke up 
some sleeping memory cells. 


My mind went back to when, 
as a first grader, 

I walked home from school 
across the pasture. 


While bluebirds were fluttering, 
from one sagebrush to another, 

I remember pulling up 

that same, small, weed-like flower 
for sniffing. 


(From "Sounds Of Nature" Kik-Back Country, page 102) 


33 


Chinook Winds 


Sugar’s flower garden has been cut down, 
And her bushes have been tucked under, 
To avoid winter’s blast. 


Colorful winter birds raiding the berries, 
From our mountain ash tree, 

Makes a pretty scene, 

Against the background of snow. 


Who wants to see winter break dormancy ‘til spring? 
So, 
Stay away Chinook winds, 


Until the smell of Spring enters the air. 


(from "Let's Have a Snowy Winter" Kik-Backs No. 3, page 21) 
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Many farmers figure spring hasn’t arrived until my shirt comes off, 
so I do serve some useful purpose. 
(from Forward to Kik-Backs) 
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We, Christmas Children Of The Past 


Once again, 
Christmas time is here. 


It’s interesting to go over 
Our past childhood Christmases. 


Every event was brand new 
To us then. 


We have a lot to be thankful for, 
As most of us 
Will soon complete another year. 


We, Christmas children of the past, 
Are now playing the roles 

Of parents, 

Grandparents, 

Or the childless ones. 


It’s how we found ourselves cast in life. 


(From "Remembering Santa Claus" Kik-Back Country, page 1) 
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Time eventually will place us all on that trail that leads to the sunset 
of life. Yet, one shouldn’t complain about getting old, as it’s a privilege 
denied to many. 

(from "No Easy Road To Retirement" Kik-Backs, page 90) 
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Why I Write So Much About Religion 


I’ve been questioned why I write so much 
about religion. 


Well by-golly, I’d be leaving a lot 
of local history out. 


At least half of my environment was, and is, 
spent in religious settings. 


In my lifetime more than a carload of my relatives 
got into the preaching business, 


Plus several prophets were thrown in 
for good measure. 


A good, sincere minister is of great value 
in any religious community. 


A lot of my best friends are sincere Christians. 


I happen to have a bad distaste for any evangelist 
that can’t stay out of trouble, 


And takes advantage of the blockheads 
and the innocent ones. 


(from "Which Road to Take" Kik-Backs No. 3) 
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Reach Out for Another Day 


This fall, nostalgia went through me, 
while standing, lonely-like, in a field, 
That had been emptied, 
by combines and trucks. 


A sniff of fall air was drifting, 
over the stubble field. 
The stinging rays of the sun 
warmed one side of my body, 
While the north side 
of my sun-tanned rib cage, 
Felt a little chilly. 


All the sensation I got 
out of harvest this year, 
Was a trip to the warehouse office, 
to see what my share of the crop 
Would amount to. 


Driving past those tall elevators 
reminded me of by-gone harvest days, 
When I used to take in 
the last load of wheat for the day. 
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Sugar would then 

scoot on home to slosh herself 
With water by standing 

under an outdoor shower. 


From there, she had to run 
into the house, 
And get supper on the table. 


It hit me, that, 
Sugar will never repeat 
Those many harvest scenes again. 


There is no future 
by living in the past, 

But remembering the bygone days 
is a blessing 

We should all be thankful for. 


It gives a person the instinct, 
to reach out for another day, 


To add to his autobiography. 


(From "Senior Citizens" Kick-Back Country, page 9) 
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All photos from Library of Congress 


Above: Lee, Russell, 1903-1986, photographer. Whitman County, 
Washington State. 1941 July. 


Page 3 
Rothstein, Arthur, photographer. Ritzville, Adams County, Washington 
State. July 1936. 


Page 6 
Grand Coulee Dam. United States Bureau Of Reclamation. [Between 
1936 and 1946] 


Page 10 
Rothstein, Arthur, photographer. Douglas County, Nebraska. May 
1936. 


Page 12, 13 
Threshing by horse power in Custer County, Nebraska. 1889 
Contributor: Solomon D. Butcher 


Page 18 
Lee, Russell, photographer. Walla Walla County, Washington. State. 
July 1941. 


Page 23 
Lange, Dorothea, photographer. West Carlton, Yamhill County, Oregon. 
Oct. 1939. 


Page 24 
Lange, Dorothea, photographer. Grant County, Washington State. Aug. 
1939. 


Page 28 
Lee, Russell, photographer. Eureka, Walla Walla County, Washington 
State. July 1941. 


Page 31 
Lange, Dorothea, photographer. Yakıma Valley, Washington State. Aug. 
1939. 


Page 39 
Lange, Dorothea, photographer. Yakıma Valley, Washington State. Aug. 
1939. 


Read Kik-Backs at archive.org and waltkik.com 


